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sV THE MORNING STAR.

IT AUGUSTUS SH0D0BAS8.

Lira's morning has a star as bright

As that which rolls on high,
'. Just as the young Day's cold grey light,

Steals softly o'er the sky!

A star of joy a star of love,

Which fondly, purely beams
' Bright as the scenes where gaily rove

' Sweet Childhood's golden dreams.

It blushes from the azure walls
, .Where sleeps the faded night,

And by its smile of beauty calls
, ",The soul la life and light!

"' Yet as the busy day rolls on

; It flies the burning glare,
"

And fades before the flaming Sun
,." 1( .Within ils realms of air.

Then comes the noisy press of Life
y

.The roiling with the crowd;

The hunt for gold the woe the strife
s '.The conflict long and loud!

t . .

o. But back from these my soul will turn,

V And gaze on that dim star,
rBut I behold it as an Urn '

?' Where Pleasure's eshes are ! '

::r.N more tbe laugh and song surround,
: ' Not early friendship's smile;

"'But they are like the dull, dread sound

Borne from a ruined aisle!

t I see but dim and misty forms

t ::. Once loving and caressed;

VYet they etrelch forth their shadowy arms
To" touch mybeaving breast.

'.':.. ....
- Tfl'e.0 gaze I on that sacred Soul

j Which knew my earliest hours;

words upon my spirit stole
"; ' Like winds in Summer bowers !

t Before me stands his mighty shade

And looks with eyes severe, ...

- And points, through all the Past arrayed,

He lifis on high bis shattered lyre

Jrr-An- melody would bring,

But woos in vain the slumbering fire

n ' ' Unto its mouldered string.

. Not vainly did he touch that lyre
' t While Life flashed in his veins;

.' E'en now his tones fly wing'd with fire

' r- Along our hills and plains!

And if my song has ever brought

t" AVsy'of joy to me,

, 'Twa bflt the sacred flame I caught,

t i My eatly friend", from thee!

x And though thy humble grave afar
My knees have never press'd,

.YeJ thou dost shine, e sacred star, .

; For ever in my breast!

But oft when Silence stills the Earth,
And breathes her spell on me,

i I dream that thou dost wander forth,

Aod that I walk with diet!

But on thy brow I see no more

Thy many woes impress 'd;

Woes, which like snake-fang- s stung, and bore

jr . . Tby spirit to its rest!

I. But earnest, calm thou movest by
And on me lay'st thy hand;

1 see a blessing in thine eye

. Bought from the spirit land;

And oft as thus I walk by thee,
t,--- I wander back afar;

through the mists around me see

, The smile of young Life's star.

The beautiful sentence subjoined is from
tho "Carpenter of Rouen, a popular play;

"The Mechanic, sir, is one of God's no--

blemen. w nat nave mecnanics not aonai
ilicy nui uucucu hid ictrei ciiauiuciIt mhtv deen. and extracted it. Irea -

ures, and made the raging billowa their
hishwav. on which they ride as on a tame

teed? Are not the elements of fire and
water chained to tne crann, ana ai
fhonir'i ' liirldincr comDclled to turn It?
H.:. not mechanic, opened the bowels of
the earth, and made its products contribute
to bis wants? The forked lichlning is their
plaything, and they ride triumphant on the
wing.; of-tb- inighty wind. To the wise
rtiev. are ihc floodgates of knowledge,

fhelr
..nlvrrse wam Wat mechanic.

BOON'S l j: c k . t i m e s .
" ERROR CEASES TO BE DANGEROUS. WHEN REASON IS LEFT FREE TO COMBAT IT." jErrsasos.
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'' .' From the New Mirror. ." !' '
THE ZOMBI, OR MURILLO S PUPIL.

Many years ago, on a beautiful summer
morning, several young men, who emerged
from different streets, pursued their way
towards the house of the celebrated painter,
Murillo. - '

. They all arrived at the door at the tame
moment, exchanged salutations in a cordial
manner, and called each other by name.
They hurried up the flight of stairs and
reached the studio. The maestro had not a
yet entered, and each artist approached
his easel, to see if the colours were well
dried.

By the holy St. James of Compostella,'
exclaimed Isturez, "which of you remained
last in the studio yesterday?" I if

"You have not recovered from the effects
your morning nap, replied at the same

lime Fernandez, "or you would surely re- -

collect that we all went home together."
There is a point beyond which forbear

ance ceases to be a virtue," continued Is-

turez, evidently in a bad humor. "Yester- -

day, before leaving the studio,! consumed an
hour at least in cleaning very carefully my
palette and brushes, and this morning I find

them dripping with paint."
"See there! look!" cried Carlos; "there is

another little face, just in the corner of
my picture; and it's by no means a bad one
either. Carajo! who can it be that thus
amuses himself every morning with paint- -

ng a figure, first upon the wall and then
u i.,.upon my canvass."

"Yesterday, Fernandez, there was one
just above your easel."

"It must be Isturez; his palette is proof
positive against him," said Fernandez.

"No, by the holy madre! it was not I,
replied Isturez.

"Do not swear; such a face you never
could have painted," said Carlos.

"Be that is it may, Don Carlos, I have
never yet painted any quite so indifferent
as yours.

"And my brushes too are all moist! ex-- 1

claimed Gonzales. "By the old patron saint
of Spain! something very mysterious-goe- s

on here at night."
"Do you not think with the Creole, Go- -

mcz, that it is the Zombi who pays these
noctural visits to our studio?" asked Isturez.

"Certainly! Jejieve it," returned Men--

dez, who had thus long remained silentt
while examining attentively one of those
beautiful sketches which peeped forth, in
greater or lesser number, every morning
from their canvass, as though called into
existence by the magic wand of some su
pernatural visitant. I wish in my 'Descent
from the Cross' he had had the kindness to
have sketched the head of the Holy Virgin;
my conception may be ever so pure and
chaste, but my pencil obstinately refuses to
obey the impulses of my imagination."

At these words Mendez approached his
easel. An exclamation of astonishment
burst from his lips, and he stood petrified
at the spectable presented to his view. A
beautiful Madonna's head, merely sketched,
but of wonderful expression, stood out clear
from the canvass, graceful and pleasing,
amid the other figures of the picture, like
an unearthly apparition.

' How now? What s the matter with you
all?" demanded a stern, gruff voice, which
roused the youth from his meditations,
who bowed respectfully before the speaker.

"Examine for yourself, Senor Murillo,"
answered all the young men simultaneously,
pointing to the easel of Mendez.

"Whose work is this? Who painted that
headr asked Murillo, with eagerness. "Why
do you not answer? Whoever sketched that
Madonna will some day or other be the
master of us all. Does noonespeakf 1

should be proud to acknowledge it as the
production of my own pencil. By the
soul of my father) what tenderness! what

sweetness: wnai ueucacy: mcnuez, my
dear pupil, speak, is it yours?"

"No, maestro," replied Mendez, evidently
erieved.

"Was it you, isturezf or you, rernamicz
or vou, Cordova?"

"No. maestro, replied tney simulta
neously.

"But, said Murillo, impatiently, "it couia
not have made its appearance here of itself.
g0me one must have done it."

Tmg ig not ,he first nor the onIy mygte,
. .

r,ou9 ni affair which has
transpired in your studio," replied Cordova,
the youngest of the pupils. "Believe me.
maestro, this place abounds in spirits, who
regularly assemble here every night, and

I . J . . . - .
Play ott lhe,r PranR l' th8 dawD ot.

"I m by no mean, to superstitious as
I Cordova," said Fernandez; "but true it is

that event, occur within these walls which

gurpaia belief." v ; .
. , , -

..nvi n j.minj.j f..,;iij
wh08 8"e w" '" riveted

the head of the beautiful Madonna. ,'

"In obedience to your orders, senor, we
never leave the studio without putting eve- -

rylhing in the most perfect order, cleansing
our palettes, washing our brushes and ar--

ranging our easels; but every morning we I

find all things in the greatest confusion, our
palettes loaded with paint, and on all sides
we behold the most exquisite sketches, and
are astonished at their incomparable beauty!
In one place the head of an angel; in

another that of a demon, or the profile of
lovely female, or the head of an old man,

but all wonderfully beautiful and admirable
in their competition, setting imitation at
defiance. We rejoice that this day you
have hod an opportunity of witnessing
these remarkable phenomena yourself; and

the individual who thus amuses himself
here in the dead hour of the night be not
yourself, senor, then I must agree with
Cordova that it is, beyond all doubt, the
devil I"

"I would to heaven it were! Willingly
would I avow myself the delineator of
those refined and delicate features of that
bold and majestic outline! There are, doubt- -

less, in the picture some few variations
from the rules of art; but those few are lost
amid its transcendant beauties. Sebastian!
Sebastian!" he cried, interrupting himself,
"we will soon ferret out the mysterious
artist Sebastian," he continued, addressing
himself to a little creole, about fourteen
years of age, who hurried at the call of his

master, "have I not ordered you to sleep in I

,
mis piace every nignu

"Yes, senor, replied the timid and tern- -

ned boy.
"Well, and do you sleep here?"
"Yes, senor.
"Well, then, speak' Who was it that

either last night or this morning entered
this room before the arrival of these gen
tlcmen? Speak, or I'l! soon find means to
compel you!" exclaimed Murillo to the
boy, who continued revolving his feathered

1caP upon ins inumo witnoui replying; "un- -

ravel this mystery."
"Nobody, senor, that I know of," replied

Sebastian, tremblingly,
"Slave!"
"No one but myself has entcre'd this

apartment, upon my word, senor," repeated
Sebastian, knee line and raisincr his handsw w
imploringly to his master.

Sebastian," replied Murillo firmtv. "listen
to me. I am determined to find out who
painted this Madonna's head, and the others
which these young gentlemen have observed
here for several mornings past. This night
you shall keep watch, instead of sleeping;
and if you have not detected
the guilty individual, you shall receive
twenty-fiv- e lashes. Dost thou hear? Go
and grind your colours; and you, gentle
men, go to your work."

The young men applied themselves with
enthusiasm to their occupation, but no
sooner had Murillo left the studio than the
mysterious artist again became the subject
of conversation. Mendez spoke first.

"Look out for scourging boy
if you do not detect the intruder
Give mc some yellow."

"You do not need any, Senor Mendez.
There is already too much yellow on your
picture. As to the intruder, u s my opin- -

ion it's Zombi
"Cease your stupidity about Zombi," said

Gonzales, impatiently.
"You may believe in the Zombi or not,

Senor Gonzales, but that does not disprove
his existence, nor that he is sometimes a
good spirit and sometimes a malicious one;

for it was he, undoubtedly, who so pulled
the arm of your 'John in the Wilderness'
out of shape; for," continued Sebastian. I

ieerini:ly, "if the other was equally long,
he might unloose the latchcts of bis shoes
without bending his body." I

The attention of all was directed to

lionzaies picture, ana mey cast aioonoi
astonishment first at Gonzales and then at
Sebastian.

"Do you not all see that there is truth
in Sebastian's criticism? said Isturez, cx
amining more closely the unnatural limb,
which had hitherto escaped their obser
vation.

Gonzales coloured, looked angrily at
. . . ..... I . 0L !

isturez, ana pettisn.y reminuea oeoasuan ,

ot thetwenty-nv- e lashes nc was to receive
on in ioi.owH.jj oay.

.
in this manner they jeered ana ramealb other uni, the hours devoted to study

I

had expired,' then arranging the studio
they exchanged salutations, and parted
until the following day.

It wasniirhtand the studio of Murillo.

the celebrated painter of Seville, which

durina the day presented such a scene of
mirth and activity, bad become silent and,, .. ,1,. a ..Vnio Umn hiimi

i o o r
dimly upon the marble table in tho centre,
and near it stood a boy. whose palo com -

plexion accorded well with the gloomy
darkness in which he was enveloped, and
whose large black eyes sparkled in the
obscurity like lustrous brilliants. He was a
leaning upon an easel, in a graceful pos
tore, still and unmoveable, and plunged in

the profoundest reflection. Without liis

observing it, the door opened gently, and a
man, whose features it was impossible to
distinguish in the gloom which pervaded
the apartment, entered, advanced towards
him, and called him by name. Sebastian
was too much occupied to reply. He was-

seized by the arm
Sebastian raised his eyes a tall, fine

looking Creole stood before him.
"What brings you here, father?" asked

the boy, with evident concern
"Only to keep you company, my child."
"1 hat is unncessary, father; return to

your bed. I will keep watch alone."
"But if the Zombi should appear?"
Sebastian smiled and replied:
"I am not afraid of him, father."
"But if he should take you from me, my

child r
The boy raised his eyes towards the

large skylight in the vaulted ceiling, through
which the twinkling stars were glimmering
with peerless ray.

"Place your trust there, father, andre- -

turn again to your bed. I will lay myself
down upon the carpet, ank seek forgetful
ness in sleep."

"But are you not afraid the Zombi will

come, Sebastian?"
"No, father; the belief in the Zombi is

only a superstition of our country; and
Father Eugenio has told you as well as mc

that there are no such things as supernat
ural beings."

Why did you tell the young gentlemen
of the studio, then, that it was the Zombi
who sketched those mysterious figures?''

"For my own amusement, father. I en- -

joyed their astonishment."
"Well, good night, my dear boy," said

Gomez, as he left the room.
Sebastian no sooner found himself alone

than he leaped about the room for joy.
"And now to my work," he cried; but,

stopping suddenly, he paused and reflected
on the morrow. "Twenty-fiv- e lashes if I
do not tell who has sketched these figures!
and double that number, perhaps, if I con- -

fess myself the euilty one. What shall I

do?"
Sebastian kneeled upon the carpet, which

served him at night for a bed; but on irre-

sistible drowsiness crept over his senses in
the middle of his prayer, and leaning
against the marble wall ot the studio, lie

fell into a profound slumber.

A faint dusky ray of the morning light
stole through one of the large oval win- -

dows of the apartment, and fell softly upon
the easel of Mendcz. The sonorous clock
of the old cathedral of Seville tolled the
hour of three, and aroused Sebastian from
his slumbers. Any other child would have
yielded to the control of weariness and

slept; but Sebastian, who had only three
hours for himself three hours of liberty,
leaped from his resting-plac- e and advanced

toward a half open window, to inhale the
fresh air of the morning.

"Up, up, Sebastian," said he to himself;

"you have only three hours of your own,

improve them; and the remainder belongs
to your master."

By this time he had completely banished
his drowsiness.

Terrified by the sensations which his

pictures had created the day preceding, ins

fjrst impulse on awaking was to efface ev- -

ery line his pencil had traced; and, dipping

his brush in oil, he advanced towards the
Madonna, who, through the gloom of the

vast and sombre apartment, looked more

beautiful and lovely than ever

n0i out those enchanting features
obliterate those heavenly beaming eyes!

No, never! Rather will I endure the threat
ened punishment, rather will I undergo any

torture, than thus annihilate this most beau
tiful conception of my imagination. The
young artists themselves had not the heart
to efface them, and shall I do u? No, never'
That I'm lives, breathes and speaks. If I

houIJ crag6 that cele.tinl countenance, I

i, fee ag u . , had cauSed the life
Wood of the ever-blesse- d Madonna to flow

... . ,h ri,Mis
1 W I UlllVI W y WOVV Mw Q

I
task and complete it, let the punishment be

hM

No sooner bad this thought entered his

mind than Sebastian seized the palette of
Mendez, prepared the various colours, ad

vanced towards the easel ami resumea nis
fascinating undertaking, tne sun rose

higher and higher, and Sebastian continued

to naint. occuDicd alone with his charmins
i -
Madonna, who began to.reoeive additiona I

life and animation irotn ms inagu, pencil.

"One touch more here and there a more
delicate shade then this mouth, oh heav-

ens! it opens these eyes gaze on me with
celestial expression this forehead, what

purity! O adorable virgin!"
Sebastian, lost in his rapturous and

boundless enthusiasm, forgot the hours
that were gliding swiftly away, and his
threatened punishment. The youthful ar-

tist, before his picture, saw nothing besides
the angelic face of the blessed Mary, who
seemed to smile upon him with a mingled
look of approbation and love.

Suddenly he awoke from his revcry. He
heard a slight noise as of persons advancing
behind him, and, turning quickly round,
beheld all the pupils and his master at their
head. He did not dream for a moment of
attempting to justify himself. With the
palette in one hand and a brush in the
other, he dropped his head upon his breast,
and awaited in silence the punishment
which he was convinced he had so rashly
provoked.

For several minutes the most profound
stlence pervaded the company; for, if Se-

bastian stood petrified with fear before
them, because he was taken in the very
act, so were also the maestro Murillo and
his pupils equally petrified with astonish-

ment at what they beheld. Murillo beck
oned to the young men, who could scarcely
restrain the outbursts of their admiration,

to be silent, advanced towards Sebastian,
concealing his emotions beneath a stern,
cold gaze, cast his eyes first upon his trem-

bling slave and then upon the beautiful head

of the Madonna, and asked him
"Who is your master, Sebastian?"
"You, senor," replied the boy, in an al-

most inaudible tone.
"Your master of painting, I mean Se-

bastian?"
"None other than yourself, senor," said

the terrified boy.
"I have never given you any instruction,'

said Murillo, amazed.
"You have instructed others in my pres-

ence, renor, and I could not avoid learning."

replied the boy, who began to take courage

at the kind and gentle voice of his mas-

ter.
"And you not only heard my instruc

tions, by Saint James of Compostella! but
i r .1 tf .! I I.

you have protitca oy mem, rejoineu me

real painter, whose admiration betrayed
itself against his inclination. "Gentlijmen," is

said he, addressing himself to his pupils,
what shall be done with this boy; does he

merit punishment :

At tho word punishment, Sebastian al

most lost his consciousness; he raised his

yes timidly and imploringly towards his

master.
"No punishment, senor," exclaimed the

oung men simultaneously, "but a re

ward."
"How shall he be rewarded!" demanded

Murillo.
Sebastian began once more to breathe.
"With at least ten ducats," said Mendez.
"Oh! fifteen would not be too much," said

'ernandez.
"Give him a new suit for the fete of the

blessed Virgin," said Gonzales.
Speak, Sebastian," said Murillo, looking

at his slave, whose countenance manifested

no signs of joy at the proposed rewards,
speak, my good boy, do none of these

thinirs accord with your tastes? I am sn

delighted with these proofs of your ge.

nius, these bold outlines, this exquisite col-

ouring, in fine, with your beautiful Madon

na, that I will grant you whatever you may

desire anything. Speak make known

your wishes. I swear it, in the presence

of these gentlemen. By the ghost of my

departed father, whatsoever you ask of
me, in my power to bestow, that shall you

receive."
"Ah, my master, if I only dared "

Sebastian fell upon both knees before

his master, seized his hands, anil one might
have seen by his half-opene-

d lips, might
have read in his large dark eyes, beaming

with expression, one consuming thought,
which his timidity alone prevented him

from disclosing.
"Why do you not ask for gold?" whis-

pered Mendcz.
"Ask for a suit of fine clothes,"' suggested

another.
"Beg to be admitted among the number

of his pupils," added a third.
A gleam of joy brightened the eye of

the trembling boy at these words, but he

shook his head and looked mournfully at

the floor.
"Come, come, Sebastian," said Murillo,

while ha smiled at what he supposed to be

the indecision of the youth; "make up your

mind decide upon something."

At these words an exclamation of joy

burst from the hps of hebastian; he raised

his eyes, suffused with tears, imploringly

. ii jij.. '' ',!'.. i "' in ii ' m u
towafds his master; and safjwflli,; a falter-

ing voice--- '

"Forgive mc, senor; but oh! grant me
ihc freedom of my father!

"Your own freedom and his also, my
good boy," cried Murillo, who could no
longer restrain his duep emotion, but
caught Sebastian in his arm and embraced
him. "From this day forward you shall
be my pupil. Happy man that I am! I

hove accomplished more than the making
of pictures. have created a painter!

Murillo kept his word, and Sebastian
Gomez, more gcncrnl'y known under the
name of "Murillo's creole,' soon rose to
eminence in his profession, and subsequent)'
became one of the greatest painters that
Spain ever produced. The cathedrals of
Seville, at the present day, contain several
of the chefs d'ecuvrex of his genius, among
which the most celebrated are "The Holy
Virgin with the Infant Christ in her arms,"
a most beautiful "Anna," a "Joseph," and,
above all, a "Crucifixion of Christ," at
whose feet stands the apostle Peter.

The Qi'ee.n of Ivnci.axd and' ntn
Hlsdand. Erastus Brooks, Esq., of New
York, now in England, gives the following
description of them us he saw them on
horseback :

"Their dresses were exactly such as one
would see on a dozen of equestrians in
London and New York. She wore a blue
broadcloth habit, with a small linen collar,
and lead colored gloves. Her hat was .

the usual riding hat'of black beaver. His
dress was the usual dress of a gentleman,
and his hat was gray beaver, with a black
crape band, in honor of the late IJukc of
Orleans. These were the Queen cf Eng-
land and Prince Albeit, her consort.
Shade of Elizabeth! how. would thy ruff
sink down with amazement hadst thou In
held thy descendent then! I, who had only
read of Queens in books, which tell of their
grand doings and their gorgeous robes, wa-- s

not quite prepared for this simplicity.
Victoria i3 of the usual iz: and rather
plump. Her hair is of a dark brown,
plaited on each side, and tucked behind tin:
ear. Her features are like ihu portraits
we see of her; her eyes are bi ight. Slu:
looked before her with a (lushed and anx-

ious gaze, and bowed slightly n each side,
with a sweet but pensive smile, while the
people around took off their hats and cout-tesie- d

in silence. Prince Albei t raised his
hat several times.

Milliners in I.oxnox. A little pamph-
let entitled the "Wronsrs of Wmien," lias
just been published in New York. Accor
ding to its statements, there are at tins tune
in London alone, 15,000 jir!s, from the ago
of 1 1 and upwards, employed in the mil-

linery and dress making establishments of
1500 employers, who are reduced to tho
most deplorable condition of healili. and
living in the most ruinous way. Uul as
fashion has every where its apes, so has it
everywhere its victims, and it is said there

hardly an establishment in the re; hn that
does not "kill a girl year," find if to the
list of killed were superadded all who are
mortally wounded, a fearful return would
appear. During the two "seasons" in
town, the girls usually work from 6 A. M.
till 2 or 3 next morning. Many have for
three months successively worked 00 hours
out of the 21. One witness, who was ex-

amined before the Commission of Inquiry,
had been compelled to work fr jm 1 A. M.
on Thursday, to 10 2 on the next .Sunday
morning.

"My dear, what shall we have for dinner
to-d- a V "One of your smiles,'' replied the
husband, can dine on that ar.v day."
"But I cant," said the wife. "Then take
this said he, aiving her a kiss, as he depart-
ed for his ottiee. He returned to dinner.
"That steak is excellent," said ho. "what did
you pay for it!" "What you nave mc this
morning,'' said she. "You iid!" said he,
"then you shall have market money the rest
of the time."

A lady of rare beauty, while lock-

ing at a pair of stockings in a dry goods
store, asked the clerk "how high they
came.' The young man. apparently much
confused, replied, "1 never tried them on,
but I believe they will reach above iho
knees "

NEwsr.rr.Rs. What a charming pro-
fession is ours, we editors! Hear one i f
the craft thus speak of its dear delights:

The newspaper may be destroyed at
niitht; it may light a cigar, or it may curl a
lady's hair; but the thoughts that are in its
columns may inlluence ten thousand for
rood, and produce effects which volumes cf
essays, scrm ins or narratives could never
produce, and especially where they could
never reach.

To this, another journal, edited by a
bachelor, of course, adds the following
rhapsody:

The very thought of one's lucubrations
nestling down at night among the ringlets
of a sweet girl, keeping watch over her
midnight slumbers, as well as curling her
hair, is enough to infuse poetry into the
pen, and make the ink it traces along the
sheet fragrant with sentiment.

Many 'of iur greatest men have sprung
from the humblest origin, as the lark,
whose nest is on the ground, soars nearest
to Heaven. Narrow circumstances are
the most powerful stimulant to mental ex-

pansion, and the early frowns of fortune
the best security for her final smiles.

We men have uiauy hiuli;
Poor women liuve but two:

There's nothing good they say,
ThcieYnotliitig good they do.''

"Are you fond of tongue sir?" "Yes
ma'am, 1 was always fond of it, and I like
it7i7."


